THE BIRDS, 348-366

A lare dainty pasture foi my beak
Foi never shall be found any distant spot of ground,
Oi shadowy mountain coveit, or foamy Ocean wave,
Oi cloud in Ethei floating,

which these repiobates shall save
From the doom that upon them I will wreak
On then, on, my flying squadions,

now's the time to tear and bite,
Tariy ye not an instant longei

Brigadiei, advance oui right
EU   Here it comes '    I'm off, confound them
PEI                           Fool, why can't you lemain with me ?

EU   What I that these may tear and lend me ?
PEI                          How can you hope fiom birds to flee ?

EU   Tiuly, I haven't the least idea
PEI                                  Then it is I the affair must guide

Seize we a pota and, the chaige awaiting,

heie we will combat side by side
EU   Pot' and how can a pot avail us ?
PEI                               Nevei an owl will then come near 6

EU   What of these birds of piey with talons ?
FEI                         Snatch up a spit, like a hophte's speai,

Planting it firmly theie before you

EU                                     What shall I do about my eyes *

PEI. Take a platter, or take a saucer,

holding it over them buckler-wise.
EU   What a skilful neat contrivance '

O you clever fellow you,

In your military science Nicias you far outdo ' c
CH   Eleleleu ' * advance ' no loitering ;

level your beaks and chaige away
Shatter the pot at once to pieces ;

worry, and sciatch, and tear, and flay !
HOO O, whatever is youi purpose ? is your villainy so great,
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